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4.	For that will not come into being which is not destined to be;
and it will come into being if it is destined to be, without raising
a finger; and that which is not destined to belong to a man is lost
to him, tho he hold it in the palm of his hand."
To these words of Purandara, Dhanada, having no reply, remained
silent. Then Purandara proceeded to waste all his father's goods.
And then, when Purandara had no more money, his friends and rela-
tives esteemed him no more, and would not even associate with him.
And Purandara reflected in his heart: " Ha! as long as there was money
in my hands, so long these friends of mine were attentive unto me. But
now they have no dealings with me. This is true philosophy of con-
duct: only he who has money has friends and the like.	It is said:
 5.	He who has money has friends; he who has money has rela-
tives; he who has money is a man among men; and he who has
money is a scholar.	Furthermore:
 6.	Towards a man who has lost his money his relations do not
behave as before;   being attacht to him because of his station
alone, his parasites quickly go their own ways, his friends become
fickle, and — why make a long story of it? — even a man's wife is
certain to have not so much regard for him when his money is
gone.	And so:

 7.	Whatsoever man has wealth, that man is noble; he is a scholar,
he is rich in learning, he knows (how to appreciate) good points
(in others); he verily is eloquent also, and handsome; all virtues
rest upon gold.	Moreover:
 8.	A wealthy man, altho not generous, will have a thousand re-
tainers as long as he keeps his position; but let him lose his
wealth, and not even a blood-relation will so much as show his
face.	And so:
 9.	The wind is a friend of the fire that devours the forests, but
the same wind destroys the fire of a lamp; for a poor man who
has friendship?
Therefore death is better than poverty.   And it is said:
 10.	* Arise, my friend, and carry for just a moment the burden
of my poverty, that poor weary I may at last enjoy the happiness
that death has brought you!5   Hearing this cry of a poverty-
stricken wretch* the corpse in the graveyard held its peace, know-
ing well that death is much better than poverty.	And so:
 11.	Hail to you, Poverty! By your grace I am become a magician!
For tho I can see everybody, no man can see me at all*    Again:

